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MARY'S DREAM.

Mrs. Stewe, im her “Sunny Memories,” quotes
the subjoined ballad, with the yemark that the
‘suthor is not known. This is & mistake. It
\was written by John Lowth, an English «iw’ent
‘of divinity, who lived between the years 1760
‘and 1798.  He was the son of the gardener at
“Kenmore, in Galloway. The ballad, “Mary's
‘Dream,” was written on the death of a surgeon
"at ses; named Miller, who wsa aitiches to 8
‘Miss M'Ghis Airds. The poet wastutor in the
‘family of the laily's fatheér, and was betrothed
'to her sister. He emigrated to America, where
o ma

100

The moon had clitbed the highest hill
Whioh rises oler the source of Dee,
4And from the eastern summit shed
Her silver light oh tower and tree;
- When Mary laid her down to sleep,
Her thoughta on Bandy far at ses,
. When soft and low, & Yoice was heard,
Saying, “Mary, weep no more for me!”

8he from her pillow gently raised
Her head, to ask who there might be,
And sew.young Sandy shivering stand,
With visage pale and hollow ee.
%0 Mary, desr, cold is my clay;
It lies beneath a stqrmy sea;
... ar, ar from thee T sleep in deatly
So, Mary, wgep no more for me!
“Three stormy sights and stormy days
We tosself upen the raging main;
- And leng we tried onr Sark to save,
But sll our efforts were in vain.
.. .Even then, when hiorror chilled my blood,
My heartowns filled with lave for thee;
" Thestorm is past and I'm at rest,
' 89 Mary, Weep no more for mel

»=~40) muiden dear, thyself prepare;

' We soon shall meet upon that shore,
Whore love is free from deubt and care,
=it ARd thou and I shall part né more”
" Louderowed the cock, the shadow fled,
No more of Sandy could she see,

But soft the passing spirit said,

; wm, weep no more for me!”

GIVE US LIGHT.

. BY HON. BARVEY RICE.
Ay, give us light, more light to cheer
" Oar footsteps onward still;
_ Waleome the star, whose bright career
Doth fling o'er vale and hill
Light—more Light!
- Meghinka I hear the toiling mass,
"Who sweat to pamper pride,
Whisper with murmuring lips, “Alas!
And why are wo denied !
Light—more Light?"
O list! how like the startling wave
That brecks on ocean’s shore;
The voice tlat wakes the mental slave,
Who hardly daves implore
Light—more Light!

True wen are they, with lips unsealed,
" Men of unfettered mind,
‘Who seck the light, as 'tis revealed
In Nature's texchinge Kind;
Light—more Light!
While Truth her glorious bamier wnves,
From high eelestial walls,
Strongmen will rise, ¢'en from {heir graves,
To catch the light that falls!—
~ Light—more Light!

'1‘_'!;!'_ BRESULT.

“You did begin. You oan’t deny
You kissed me first. Don't you remember
How splendidly the moon rode high
And full, that evening in September?
We iwo were sitting quite alone,
Yourhead upon my shoulder resting;
“*The loving moonlight round ns shone,
You pouted out your lips, suggesting
~That Ighould bend my head to see
X you were earnest, or bul joking;
My lips touehed yours.” ¥You must agree
.. That erime was of your own provoking.

If you were vexed why did you stay,
Xour head upon my breast reclining?
40r not tell me to take awsy i
The arm that was your waist confining?

"Twas long ago, and yet it seems
But yesterday, as now recalling
Our fresh young love, our happy dreams,
The Autumn lésves around us fulling.
- W little thought how it weuld end,
‘That love our fature life was guiding
'2To where we are, this little friend
To our protection thus confiding.

Ii can't be belped. We must receive
": _ The charge, while trustfully believing
. That lowe, in big young life, will leave
" No greater'cause than ours, for grieving.

It must be so. The breast from which
The little fellow strength is.gaining,
Contains a heart in love o rich,
1, fearless, trust him fo your training.

B&~A young lady thus describes her {ecl-
ings and courts sympathy:
My heart is sick, my heart is sad—
But oh! the cause I dare not tell—
‘I am nof grieved, I am not glad,
I am not ill, I am not well.

Pm not myself—I'm not the same;
[ am'indeed, F know not what;

T'm changéd in all except my name—
Oh, when shall I be changed in that?

Amagram on “Unite” and *Untis.”

Five letters, rightly placed, will give
A word to lovers dear,

When they in wedlock's bands would live
For many & happy year.

But when their quarrels bitter grow,
If oiherwise combined,

The self-same latters serve to show
How they relief may find!

*§&@The Tollowing is & good one upon #the

Anion,” ssid to have been produced during the |
recent.excursion, under the immedisis inspira-|-

tion.of.a drink cemposed of equal proportions
of Mapengahala and Bourbon:
Themnion of rye, and the union of sorn,
The.union of lake-ice and river;
The unimi of sugar in one spacious horn
And thelr uaflagging union forever.

*1call me ‘Miss Polly,” father.

PAMEH HROWNEN'S

BY MRES. 8. P, DOUGHTY.

“And what kind of a party isa sur-
Erise party, Miss Polly?”" asked Farmer

rown, as he sat by the kitchen fire,
quietly smoking his pipe, and listening
to an animated aceount which his daugh-
ter Mary was giving of a surprise party
she attended the previous evening.

Mary drew up her light form some-
what resentfully, and with the least pos-
sible toss of her pretty head she replied:

Jf you would only remember not to
You know
how much I dislike it.”

“You were named for your grand-
mother,’’ returned the farmer, “and she
was never called anything but Polly to
the day of her death. However, we will
change it to Molly, if that suits youany
better. So answer my questions about
the surprise party, Molly."

“Why father, I thought every one
knew what they were. They are all the
fashion, I assure you. A party of young
and old, as the case may be, unite to-
gether in providing musie, & supper, and
everything necessary for an evening's en-
tertainment, and agree to meet at a cer-
tain time at the house of some mutual
acquaintance, who is kept in ignorance
of their intentions. They take possess-
ion of the house—dance, frolic and en-
joy their music and refreshments, just
as if they were invited guests. The
family finding there is no help for it,
take it all in good part, and join in the
amusements of the evening. Last night
the party was at Mr. Lawton’s. 1 wish

_, | you could have seen their looks of con-

sternation, as one guest after anotherap-

/|peared until their small rooms were
'|quite erowded. Jane

and Margaret
made their escape as soon as possible, and:
dressed themselves for the occasion.”
“More fools, they,” said the farmer.
“Better have gone to bed. A pretty
thi have got to, if a man’s house
ﬁo lmfgesr to beghis castle. Thathas
been the rule ever since I can remem-

ber.”

“But there is no harm in those par-
ties, father,” urged Mary. “HKverything
is provided, so that the family thus vis-
ited are at no trouble or expense.”
“That may be, daughter, and yet
there may be a thousand reasons why
they would prefer not having the eom-
pany. It isin my -opinien, unwarrant-
able intrusion, and should not be soun-
tenanced by sensible people.”

“But would you treat them civiily, if
they should ever come, father?”

h{&ry made this inquiry in rather an
anxious tone, fer more than onee' she
had heard it hinted that “Farmer
Brown's old kitehen would be just the
place for a dance.”

“Civilly, to he sure;,”” replied the
farmer. “Did you ever know me to be
uncivil to any one? I should tell them
wy mind pretty plainly, I am thinking.”

So saying, the good farmer rose from

his ehair, knocked the ashes from his
pipe, and carefully, replaced it in its
asnal mnook, and then walked briskly
away to the performance of some of his
out-door duties.
“Never mind Mary,” said Mrs. Brown,
consolingly, as she observed the look of
uneasiness ,on her daughter's eounte-
nance. “I dare say your fatherwill not
object to your having a party, if you
wish.”

“But I do not want to givea party,
mother. T waut to let them c¢ome, if
they like, and find that they cannot take
me by surprise.”

""69!1, et them come, then,” returned
the accommodating mother. *“F'll ‘war-
rant father will be eivil. Ifhe doesnot
like the fun, he can go to bed.” And
with ‘this comforting suggestion, the
busy old lady again turned to her spin-
ning-wheel, the buzzing of which putan
end to all further conversation.

Several weeks passed away, and the
eool breezes of antumn had given place
to the more piercing and decided blasts
of early winter. Once more the farmer
sat in his customary place at the fireside.
It was near the hour when he usually re-
tired; but as a kind of prepardon for his
mighty slambers, he was indulging in a
light dose, or perhaps a deep reverie, in
which visions of his well filled barns
and granaries, and all the recent har-
vest, floated before him in blissfal suc-
cession.

An attentive observer might have no-
ticed that the fire blazed with uncom-
monly cheerful light, eonsidering that
the old elock had already struck « the
hour of eight, and that the farmer
rigidly adhered to the maxim, “Barly to
bed and early to rise.”

There was an uncommonly careful ar-
rangement of every article in the spa-
icious apartment, and also an_ uanwonted
attention to hec own toilet, which, added
to a certain restlessness in Miss Mary's
{demeanor, showed, that with her, at
least, “coming events cast. their ghad-
ows before.” At length came a loud,
and, it must be confessed, somewhat
anxiously expected rap at the door.

“Who is here at this time of night!”
exclaimed the farmer, as he started from
his chair, rubbed his eyes and looked at
the clock.

“Some traveler, I suppose, who wants
a night’s lodging. Let him in, Mary."”

“But Mary had anticipated the  com-
mand, and now nshered into the room a
worthy farmer and his family, all in
their best attire, and apparently intend-
ing to make an evening call.

“(Glad to see you, neighbor Jenkins.
Met with any sccident on the road?”
was the blunt but kindly salutation of
farmer Brown.

“None at all, neighbor Brown. We
have just dropped in for a chat this fine
winter's evening.”’

“Glad to see yom,’ repeated the

farmer. “But I thought it rather late,
that's all. But no matter for that; stir
up the fire, Molly, and help the girls off
with their things.”
But now another thundering rap at
the door, and the arrival of a new party
of guests, excited still more wonder- in
the mind of the perplexed farmer; while
Mary, although she endeavored to ap-
pear at her easg, cast many an anxious
glance toward her father.

84il) more arrivals; the old kitchen

SURPRISE PARTY!![*™
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was rapidly filling with guests
Brown was by her husband's side and
whispered an encouraging word in his

“Never mind, hisband. It must be
one of those parties. We will make the
best of it. I can warm up the parlor in
an instant.

“You will do no such thing, wife. 1
will manage this affair.” And the
farmer planted his foot on the floor in
that determined manner, which long ex-
perience had taught her not to oppose.

«I can do nothing with him,” she
whispered to her daughter. “But do
not be discouraged, perhaps-he will take
it quietly enough.”

And quiet enough the farmer seemed,
to be sure; for he iad relighted his pipe,
reseated himself in his arm-chair, and
was puffing away with an air of the ut-
most indifference. Meanwhile fresh
guests arrived, and the preparation’s for
the evening’s entertainment went on.—
At length the fiddler, who was seated in
an obscure corner of the room, com-
menced tuning his instrumént for the
occasion. The sound seemed to rouse
the farmer to action. Taking the pipe
from his mouth, he said in a voice loud
enough to ensue the attention of his au-
ditors:

“You are heartily weleome, good
neighbors, I suppose you have been on
some sleigh-riding frolic,and have given
us a call on your return. Draw up to
the fire as many of you as can find room,
and warm yourselves before you go home.
And stop that scraping, Simeon, he con-
tinued turning to the fiddler. “Your
services are gver for the evening, I pre-
sume.”'

“By no means, my good neighbor, re-
plied one of the boldest of the guests.—
On the eontrary they have just begun.—
You mnst know this is no sleigh-riding
frolic, but simply a merry party to be
held at your house, with your permis-
sion.”

“But my permission has not been
given,” was the blunt reply, “and tomy
knowledge, you are not invited guests.
I have no objections to a party when I
choose to give one; but every man's
house is his own ecastle. That’'s my
motto, neighbors. No offense I hope.”
There wus a general silence. Many a
merry party had been held in the village
without the consent of those upon whom
they bad intruded, but noneagatnst their
openly expressed wishes. In vain Murs.
}gl‘:}wn and Mary uttered their whispered
remonstrances. The farmer was im-
movable, and at length, by %'eneral con-
sent, another place of assembly was de-
cided upon, and the company vacated
the inhospitable mansion.

The farmer’s dreams were undisturbed,
in spite of sundry expressions of cha-
grin from his wife, and a burst of tears
from his mortified daughter, and for
many days no allusion was made to the
intended surprise party.

Christmas had passed with allits happy
and mournful memories, and the last day
of the year was rapidly approaching,
when Mrs. Brown and Marywere startled
by a sudden announcement from the
farmer, that if they liked to go to a sur-
prise party of his getting up, they might
hold themselves in readiness the follow-
ing evening.

“A surprise party of your getting up?
Why husband!” was the involuntary ex-
clamation of the astonished wife, while
Mary, though silent, looked at him with
equal wonder.

“(ertainly; what is there remarkable
in that? Cannot I get up a party as well
as any other person?

“No doubt youm can, father; but you
call it a surprise purty. That is what
astonishes us.”

“1 eall it by its right name, Polly, or
Molly, if you like it better. It is none
of your new-fangled surprises where peo-
ple take possessign of yourhouse and all
it contains, but ¥a real old-fashioned,
pleasant way of doing a kindly turn toa
neighbor. Itis a sort of donatien visit
(none of your beggarly ones) to poor
William Jones and his family. They
have been under a cloud for the last few
months, and it is time that their neigh-
bors tried to help them to a ray of sun-
shine. With their loss by fire, and
Jones' long sickness and inability
to work, they must be poorly provided
for this winter.”

“But the party, husband, tell us about
that,” interrupted Mrs. Brown, who,
though heartily sympathizing with the
sorrows of her neighbors, had a little
womanly curiosity to hear more of the
proposed entertainment.

HAy, the party. That is all arra.uged.
I have seen all the neighbors, and they
all enter into it, heart and hand. A cor-
dial reception I meet with wherever I
went, in spite of your prognostications,
good wife, concerning the offense which
I must have given the other evening.—
Twelve well-loaded sleighs will start
from our door at 7 o’clock on the even-
ing of the last day of the year; ready to
take up their line of march for William
Jones', and it will not be our falt if his
cellar is not well filled with an ample
stock of fruit and vegetables, his shed
with wood, and himself and his family
well supplied with winter clothing before
the new year dawns. But, on second
thought, wife,"" continued the’ farmer,
#T believe you cannot join in our frolie.
Molly may go, but you—a word in your
ear.'” And the farmer drew the good
dame aside, and communicated some-
thing in a whisper which called from her
several expressions of gratification and
applause.

A dark cloud had indeed hung for
many months over the household of
William Jones. ©One misfortune had
brought another in its train, until the
desponding husband and father had al-
most ceased to hope for a ray of sun-
ghine, and on the last evening of the un-
happy year, feeble in body, dispirited in
mind, he sat gazing upon his helpless
family, while the heavy sighs wich oc-
casionally burst from his oppressed
heart, plainly told of the anguish within.
With affectionate sympathy his wife bent
over him:

“Do you suffer more pain than usual
this evening, dear William? she asked.
I had hoped that you were really bet-
wr-iﬁ &

“And so I am better in bodily health,
my dear wife,” was the reply; “but on
this last night of the year, sad thoughts
will crowd upon my mind. How

brightly dawned the new year's morn-

ests. Mrs.!ing, but alas, the clouds soon gathered

thickly around us, and now what have
we to look forward tol' The little that
we have remaining will be insufficient to
furnish food for ourselves and our poor
babes, and many long weeks must elapse
before I can resume my old employ-
ment."”

“But what a blessing to think that
health is surely, though slowly return-
ing, William. Ah, we cannot be too
thankful. What are poverty and suffer-
ing while you are spared to us?”

The husband’s reply was prevented by
the merry jingle of the bells, as the first
sleigh drove up to the door, and a mo-
ment after came the kindly greeting of
Farmer Jones..

“Good evening, neighbor. Glad to
see you looking a little better. A party
of us have called to wish you a happy
new year. Rather before the time, to be
sure, but you must excuse us, as it is
kindly meant. .

By the time the farmer had finished
his speech, a long line of sleighs had
drawn up in the little yard, guest after
guest appeared with cheerful .and sym-
pathizing words, which fell like music
on the ears of the sick man and his hope-
ful wife.

The most sensitive pride could hardly
have taken offense at the quiet, kindly
manner in which shed and cellar were
now filled by the busy party, while an-
other deposited in the neat little kitchen
its appropriate share of winter stores, to-
gether with many a ugeful package of
dry goods suitable both for parents and
children,

Few words were spoken, but the light
which shone on the countenance of Wil-
liam Jones, and the tears in the eyes of
his wife, showed that deep feelings were
at work within, and as the happy party
drove from the door, every heart re-
sponded to the farmer's exclamation—

“That'’s the right kind of a party, my
good friends. The year has been an

bundant one to us, and now that it is
about to close, it is well to obey the
command— Freely ye have received, freely
wel”
¢ Once more the farmer's sleigh took
the lead. As his own dwelling came in
sight, he stopped and looked at the
merry train, and gave a cordial invita-
tion to dance out the old year in his ea-
pacious kitchen. And now the secret
cause.of Mrs. Brown's absence was ex-
plained; for, dressed in her best, the
good lady appeared at the door to wel-
come her guests, while as they entered,
the squeak of the old fiddle belonging
to old Simon, as he sent forth its pre-
liminary notes, might be heard. Anex-|
cellent supper in due season appearcd,
and merrily was the old year danced out.

FROM WASHINGTON.

New Yorg, Feb. 11.—The 7rdunc's
Washington correspondence of the 10th |
says:

A personal difficulty happened after
the adjournment of the House to-day.—
As Mr. Hickman was returning home
through the Capitol grounds, he was
overtaken by Mr. Edmundsen, of Vir-
ginia, who, upon approaching him, called
out, and drew back his hand to strike.
Mr. Clingman, who was accidentally
passing, slipped up and seized his arm,
when Mr. Edwundson struck at Mr.
Hickman with his left hand, knocking
off his hat, but doing no other injury.—
The whole affair was instantaneous, and
scemed to surprise Mr. Hickman. Mr.
Breckenridge, who came up, took him
away, and the scene ended. The alleged
provocation for this attack was an insult-
ing reflection on Virginia, contained in
a recent speech of Mr. Hickman, in
which he charged that seventeen men
and a cow had frightened the State.

The Republican Congressional Com-

mittee for the Presidential campaign de-
cided unanimously, last night, not to re-
ceive any portion of the profits of the
House printing, as had been suggested,
but to obtain means by voluntary con-
tributions, as heretofore, for circulating
documents and necessary expenses.
A company of responsible men are
here, and intend to present a proposition
to Congress to carry the entire inland
mail of the United States for the reve-
nue that arises from it, provided the
franking privilege is abolished.

WasmneToN, Feb, 13.

the Senate Brown raid Uommittee to
subpena Gov. Wise before them, to as-
certain what his grounds were for assert-
ing that he had reason to believe that
people North and West were arraying
to march to Virginia and resecue Brown
and his companions, and upondwhich
belief he made a great military display
at .the execution of those men. It is
said that Governor Wise will be ealled
and the result will be that some startling
developmeets will be made, or that the
Governor will be exposed in making an
unnecessary demonstration for political
effect. Which way the scales will turn
is a subject of considerable speculation.

Life Without Lowve.

We somectimes meet with men who
seem to think any indulgence in an af-
feetionate feeling is weakness. They
will return from a journey, and greet
their families with a distant dignity, and
move among their children with the
cold and lofty splendor of an iceberg,
surrounded by its broken fragments.
There is hardly a more unnatural sight
on earth than one of those families
without a heart. A father had better
extinguish a boy's eyes than take away
his heart, Who that has experienced
the joys of friendship, and values sym-
pathy and affection, would not rather
lose all that is beautiful in nature’s
scenery, than be robbed of the hidden
treasure of his heart? Cherish, then,
your heart’s best affections. Indulge in
the warmand gushing emotions of filial,
paternal, and fraternal love.

8aF~If there is anybody under the
capister of Heaven that I hate in utter
excrescene,” says Mrs. Partington, “it is
the slanderer going aboutlike a boy con-
structor circulating his calomely upon
honest folks.”

8&~“Let me have a pound of oysters,
my good man, will you?”

“Pound, sir! we don’t sell them by
weight—we sell them by measure.”

“Then let me have a yard.”

Strong efforts are making to induce|

THE WAY OF THE TRANSG
IS HARD. BT

During the first wild wanderings of
Green, the reformed gambler, he was one
of a company of Sabbath rambling boys
in Cincinnati, and he gives a lively piec-
ture of their initiatory steps in villainy,
and the biography of each to a tragic
death. In some instances abandoned
recklessness was brought on by legal
severity and undeserved imprisonment.
This was particularly the ease with one
of them, by the name of Edward Ben-
nett. . Having saved $40 from his sum-
mer wages, earned by driving on the
canal, he sought employment for the
winter in Cincinnati, and found it in a
‘“tap-pin alley.” This proved to be a
bad'echool and a worse teacher, for his
employer borrowed his money, and when
he could keep him no longer without
paying . something, either borrowed
money ot wages, he charged the boy
with theft, and by prejury threw him
into prison, where he was kept somehow
for three months, and when discharged
he was, through the influence of the ten-
pin villain, ordered to leave town in one
hour,

For fear of the jailhe run to the river,
jumped in a boat and pushed out, with-
out even a paddle, in hopes to float any-
where out of town. He was soon fol-
lowed by the fisherman whose boat he
had, overtaken and soundly whipped.—
From that day Bennett was a desperado,
bent on revenge. Theft, burglary, rob-
bery and murder, were among his re-
solves, all of which he executed. His
ten-pin friend was one ‘day found an-
chored in the river, with®his bowels cut
out. His smaller crimes, for one of
which he went to the Penitentiary, were
numerous.

When warned by Mr. Green, he would
reply that “he had nothing to live for,
nor any desire to live, ang if surprised
in robbing a house, he should fight to
the last, regardless of whether he killed
or got killed.” 1In 1833, one night in
New Orleans, Mr. Green heard a pistol
report, and running into the street, he
found Bennett weltering in his gore, shot
down while in the act of robbing a house.
When the officers cxamined the body,
they threw down one paper taken from
his pocket and Mr. Green picked it up
from a pool of blood. It was in pencil
mark and was as follows:

New Ontsans, Jun, 94, 1833.

My Dear Heartbroken Mother—Do
try and forget one so unworthy as your
second eldest child. You =speak so
kindly in your letter that it makes me
sorry that you ever gave me birth, and
though T am what the world ealls a rob-
ber, and even worse, yet your letter
melts nie down and my nature for a mo-
ment secms goftened and kind, and I
weep as though I had been wrongfully
acceused, and that my greatest and most

lwilfal erime had been in giving my be-

oved mother 50 much occasion to weep.

You say that I was truly an innocent

and unsuspecting boy, and ignorant of
the sins of the world, when I first com-

menced to work at that ten pin alley in

Cincinnati. But in the proprietor of
that den I found a villain—a terrible vil-

lain—who robbed me of my earnings

and by base perjury effected my ruin.— |
In the Cincinnati prison to which, with®
the aid and connivance of the authori-

ties of that city, his perjury consigned

me, I was taught the use of cards, and to

respect and emulate the deeds of bad

men.  Yes, my dear mother, that caused

my ruin! but the man who swore falsely

against me will do it no more forever.

He is gone from earth and he went with-

out my forgiteness,

My dear mother, this is the last letter
I shall ever write to any of my blood re-
lation. You ask me to say something
of my health, It is good, gut- I have a
presentiment that I shall soon die.—
Death has no terrors for me, for while I
live I am an outlaw, and why should I
wish to continue in an existence so mis-
erable, while I am denied even the priv-
ilege of visiting my mother under pen-
alty of imprisonment or death. If I
could pray I would offer a prayer that
you mightbe comforted inforgetting me.
But for me to pray would be sacrilege
indeed!

Farwell, my dear mother! Farewell,
my dear brothers and sisters! Forgive
and forget your unworthy son and
brother. EpwARD BENNETT.

A CHAPTER ON BACHELORS.

T hate bachelors! There's a bold, un-
quallified assertion right in the teeth of
every bachelor living. Did evér any-
body see such a cross, selfish, surly set
as they are? Why, I never put my foot
into a passenger car, that I can't tell, at
the very first glance around me, who are
bachelors and who are not. You can
read it in their faces; and their actions
show it plainly cnou%h. A married man
resigns his seat smillingly, if the car is
crowded; but, ye gods! if a bachelor has
to get up to give a lady his seat, such a
look as she gets, and such a time as he
has grumbling about “hoops taking so
much room,” as if it was any of his busi-
ness how much room they take, and as
if passenger railway cars were not in.
tended to accommodate hoops as well as
the dear ereatures who “occupy’ them.
Married men are always more polite, be-
cause—because they have wives to teach
them—ahem!

Can’t I tell when a man is going home
to & pretty, cherry lipped wife, and when
he isn’t? To be sure I ean. 1

I never go to the theater, that, look-
ing down into the parquette, I don’t gee
whole rows of gloomy visaged bachelors,
who come there to pass away the time
because they haven't wives and babies
to keep them at home, and they don’t
know what todo with themselves. Poor
fellows! how I pity them!

If they were ull like Tke Marvel—bless
his dear old bachelor heartl—we might
tolerate them; but save me from them as
they are! I habitually make for the
other side of the walk whenever I see
one of the tribe coming, for I had rather
encounter a score of married men than
one gloomy, sour visaged old bachelor.

Out upon old bachelors! Courtship
and marriage to every mother's son of

them. ANNIE TREVOR.

. Ohio since her admission as a
State in 1802, has been represented in
the U. 8. Senate by twenty-one different
Eersona, seven of whom have also served

er in the capacity of Gevernor:

[Lorrespo. denee Tilinois Stute Journal.]

EXCITING AFFAIR IN CHURCH.

Svmner, Ins., Feb. 6, 1860.

A very singular affair occurred in
this place yesterday, the particulars of
whieg I hasten to give you. Kor some
weeks past a great religious revival has
been in progress in our midst, services
having been held every day and evening
for about two weeks, and, as might
readily be supposed, an excitement was
created, and many “hardened” sinners
joined the Church (New-lights.)

On yesterday morning during divine
service, which began at 10} o'elock,
when the house was crowded, and the
preacher in the middle of his discourse,
a young man named Wm.JBarlow, seated
in the congregation, attempted to com-
mit suicide by cutting his throat with a
pocket-knife. He first cut the princi-
pal artery in each arm, and then in-
flicted a horrible gash in the throat,
aiming no doubt to cut the jugular vein,
but not knewing its precise location
missed it, When first discovered he

hand, while the blood was trickling
down the side of his mneck and arms.
When asked about it, he insisted that
nothing was the matter, and requested
to belet alone. He was carried out and
soon fainted. On being restored to
consciousness, he called for his knife,
saying, “I will soon finish it.”

The unfortunate man assigned no rea-
son for his rash act. But the general
impression isjthat he was laboring under
a fit of insanity, or more probably, re-
ligious excitement. Your correspond-
ent had a long eonversation with him the
evening before, and was with him until a
late hour, during which time he showed
no signs of mental derangement. He
had been in Sumner but about a year,
and was doing a good business at his
calling, (plastering.)

Mr. Barlow is about twenty-two years
of age, a strictly temperate man, and
much respected by those who know him.
At present, his physicians think there is
a possibility of his recovering, but if he
should, it will be regarded as almost a
miracle.

As may bé expected, this scenc threw
the congregation into confusion, and the
remainder of the morning service was
omitted.

Sectiional Hatred.

It is the frequent assertion by some of
our Administration papers, that the Free
States are inflamed with a violent hatred
of the pe;FIe of the South. On this
point the N. Y. Evening Post well re-
marks:

“The evidences of hatred ate all on
the other side. Here in the free States
the Southern citizen travels unmolested,
comes and goes at pleasure and without
danger, expresses his opinions with free-
dom, deelaims in favor of slavery, and is
quietly allowed to convert as many as he
can to the dootrine that it is a benign
and beneficent institution. Ile is not
mobbed for this; nobody suggests a coat
of tar and feathers, or suggests an air-
ing on a rail, as a remedy for his ease;
no vigilance committee waits upon him
to bid him leave the State within twenty-
four hours. Everywhere he meets tol-
eration, good nature and hospitality.
Let a man go from the free States to the
South, and he is treated as Powers and
Dr. Case were treated; he meets the cat-
o'nine-tails; he encounters men ready
for him with buckets of tarand bags of
feathers; or he is suddenly ejected from
the State with the hintthat if he remains
beyond 24 hours he remains at the peril
of his Jife.”

A Men Arrested for Marrying Eleven
Wives.

A Freeport (Ill.,) correspondent of
the Chicago Journal, states that a man
named Travis, alias Ferguson, alias Hoyt,
alias Waddam, is now in the Boone
County jail, charged with various delin-
quencies, the prineipal of which is po-
lygamy, for which there are at least, ten
counts against him. Passing himself off
as a rich Californian, he married a young
lady in South-western Wisconsin, and a
second in Jo Daviess county, Illinois.
In another town in the same county, he
won and wooed a widow, but was de-
tected in numerous swindling game3, and
arrested. Since he has been taken into
custody, it has been ascertained that he
was formerly an inmate of the Illinois
State Prison, where he had been confined
for larceny, and that including those
above mentioned, he has within the last
few months married and then robbed of
their money and jewels, no less than
eleven credulous young ladies and foolish
widows.

————— i+ D b E————
An Interesting Widow.

A Yankee editor noticing the decease
of a rich subscriber, observes that, he
had died regretted by a numerous eircle
of friends, and leaving a widow as dis-
consolate as any widow need be who has
obtained the uncontrolled possession of
twenty thousand dollars per annum.”
Above twenty young men bave sent let-
ters of condolence to her.

— - R —eeee

pe.General Zaremba had a very long

Polish name. The King baving heard
of it, one day asked him, good-humeor-
edly, “Pray, Zaremba, what is your
name?” The General repeated to him
the wholename. “Why,” said the King,
“the devil himself never had sucha
name.” I should presume not, sir,”
replied the General; “he was no relation
of mine.”

- D P —een
Swallowed a Hole.

The other day, Jimmy, four years old,
found one of those bone-rimmed circles
which, I believe, ladies eall eyelets, and,
while playing in the garden, swallowed
it.. We were in the house busily en-
§aged with a work on entomology, when

immy ran in, with mouth wide open
and eges distended to their utmost ca-
pacity. His mother caught him by the
arms, and trembling with that deep anx-
iety which only a mother can feel, in-
quired—

“What is the matter?”’ What has
happened?’

“Water!” gasped little Jimmy, nearly
scared to death.

It was brought him, when, after drink-
ing copiously, he exclaimed—

“0Oh mother, I swallowed a hole!"

“Swallowed a hole, Jimmy?”

 Yes, mother, swallowed a hole, with

|a piece of ivory round it

was seen holding his head in his left|

CONGRESSIONAL.

W asmxuTON, Feb. 11.

House.—Mr. Worrell presented the
memorial of Wm. A. Howard, of Michi-
gan, contesting Mr. Cooper’s seat.

Mr. Sheyman, from the Committee on
Ways and Means, reported back the
Post-office Appropriation Bill, where-
upon the House resolved itself into a
Committee of the Whole on the subjeet.
Mr. Grow in the Chair.

Mr. Sherman said the Senate amend-
ment providing for the printing of the
Post-office blanks, by contract, was one
which ought to be adopted in an inde-
pendent law, and all the members of the
Committee of Ways and Means were in
favor of such legislation, but they were/
opposed to its incorporation in an sppro-
priation bill; to carry out an existing
law, no new legislation should be inserted
therein. Such a practice had been
growing up for s few years past, and the
committee wanted to put a stop to it; he
would, therefore, recommend that the
House concur in the amendment.

My. Pheips sald that Mr. Sherman had
correctly stated the opinion of the Com-
mittee, but he differed from its action,
and was willing to concur in the amend-
ment under pretest. It was a medsure
of reform, and seventy per cent. would
be saved by it to the Government.

Mr. Millson opposed the ameundment
abolishing the franking privilege.

Mr. Cobb advocated the giving out of
the printing of the Post Office blanks by
contract.

Mr. Florence said that it was a mis-
take that seventy per cent. would be
saved, but about thirty would be.

Mr. Cobb replied that that was worth
saving. He also advocated the abolition
of the franking privilege. The good in
the system was not equal to the evils.

Mr. Stanton expressed himself favora-
ble to the abolition of the franking privi-
lege, and relative to giving the printing
of Post Office blanks to the lowest bid-
der, when the Committee rose. No def-
inite action on the bill was taken.

‘Wamawarox, Feb, 13, 1860,

House.—While the House had under
consideration the election of Printer,
proceedings were interrupted by a mes-
sage from the Senate announcing the
death ot Mr. Broderick.

Mr. Burnett delivered an eulogy, sa%—
ing that Mr. Broderick's memory wou
long be cherished by the people of Cali-
fornia.

Mr. Haskin gave the eventful and ro-
mantie history of his friend, believing
his career would serve as & glorious
precedent for the poor and humble, who
have only the wealth of intellect to com-
mand. {‘hey were schoolboys together,

Mr. Haskin said in the course of his

mirstion of his friends and the respect
of his enemies for his energy of char-
acter, integrity and fidelity to his
friends. Mr. Broderiek had nesuperior.

Mr. Hickman spoke of Mr. Broderiek

poses. Those that thought less than a
philosopher, never knew his every nerve
was exerted to dignify labor. It might
be said that there was but one Broderick
to walk the earth. He was just and
generous, gifted and noble, pure and pa-
triotic. He raised poverty imto rank,
proving the legitimaey of itsblood. His
fame will be as enduring as the record
of public virtue.

Mr. Stout paid a tribuie of respect to
his friend.

Mr. Burlingame spoke of his friend
as & Democrat without being a dema-
gogue, who loved the people but never
betrayed them, and after they diseov-
ered these traits of character he won
their regard. He had an indomitable
energy under the power of which pa
names and party discipline disap i
Men forgot they were Democrats or Re-
publicans, but called themselves Brod-
erick men. Seomfuldof corr:llption and
tyranny in the grandeur and purity of
hxlrputziic and private life, he aawya;a
very point which made him the adro.
cate of the people's rights.

Mr. Morris, of I1l., spoke of Mr. Brod.
erick, as raising himself to eminenceby
his own energy of character. Whathad
he done that he should die by the hand
of violence? If he had been less inde-
pendent he would have been a living
man to-day. He was a moral hero and
alike scorned the smiles of corruption
and power, ealling things by their right
names. No Senator inso short a time
ever acfuired so wide-spread fame.
When the roll of California stalesmen
shall be called on the judgment day and
Broderick is inquired for, more than one
voice will reach the ear of Jehovah say-
ing, “Am I my brother's keeper?”’

Resolutions of respeet were adopted,
and the House adjourned.

SExATE.—TheSenate met at 1 o’clock.
No preliminary business of moment was

transacted,

Mr. Haup, in conformity to the prac-
tice of the Henate, had the melancholy
duty to announce the death of David C.
Broderick, late Senator from California,
who died in San Franciseo, Sept. 16th.
He fell in a conflict engendered by a po-
litical contest. He was born in Wash-
ington a little over fort-y years from the
time of his death. His father was a
stone-cutter, buta respeoted partisan and
citizen. Ile moved early in his life to
New York, where his father soon died;
his mother and brother soon followed,
and David was left alone. He rose to 2
distinguished positionin New York. He
went to California an early pioneer,
where he gained popularity and wus
clected to the State Senate—and the
President of that body. He had with
laudable energy carved out his own fu-
tare. . Mr. Haun paid an eloguent trib-
ute to his memory.

M;r. Crittenden fullowed. He spoks
of Mr. Broderick's personal character-
isties, his boldness, frankness, honesty,
and manly qualitics. May he rest in
peace.

Mr. Beward referred to the expansion
of the country to the Pacific. Mr.
Broderick was the orgapiger of Ameri-
can society in California. He possessed
neither birth, education, fortune, or an
other prestige. When he(8eward) heard
of his death, he experienced more than
ordinary sorrow. ?e regretted that he
had been prematurely out off in a life of
usefulness, and eulogized him as a friend
and ap honest publie servant.

Mr. Fostor made some brief allusion

as (od's imstrument for mighty pur-|

to the virtues of the deceased. He re«
ferred to the manner of his desth, with
a view of comsidering wha# i
necessary on the parf of the Senate, and
delivered a homily against duelling, as
s crime at common law. The question
was, should the Senate pay s tribute to
a man who bad wilfully risked his lifein
;?iolati.on ot;‘ the laws of G;: and man:

or one, whatever respect he might have
for the deceased, he cpo.:ld not vote foF
the resolutions of respeect.

Mr. Foote, in behalf of Mr. Wade,
who was detained from his seat by indis-
position, pronounced a brief eulogy o
the deceased, in which he lauded him as
an honest and incorruptible man, and
added his own concurrence fo sen~s
ﬁm. "—"1 be - “|'_'.-‘-—‘ _: L

Mr. Toombs said he found the de-
ceased honest, bold and truthful, and one
of the best specimens of self-made Amer-
icans, He trusted him as a faithful and
honest adversary. Ie fell in an honor-
able combat in defense of his honor; he
could not have died more nobly. He
gave his hearty concurrence %o the reso-
lutions. The usual resslutions Fers
adopted, and the Senate adjourned.

A IS TIAN S OF VIRCINGAT O
MR.'HOWISON T0 MR.'TAYLOR:
Ricnxoxn, Va. Jan. 28, (26D

Bayard Taylop, Bsq— Dear Sir: 1 re-
gret to say thatfreasons, the full force of
which had not developed itself ‘when I
last wrote to you, compel me to with-
draw the invitation heretofore given you
to deliver lectures before the Young
Men’s Christian Associstion of this cig

Believing  that you would [pn
that these reasoms should be &
stated to fyom, I shall briefly do so.— -

4

{ They are:

I. Your connection with the Tribune
newspaper, which has done more thas
any paper in our country to diffuse the
Abolition sentiments and principles
which led to the assault of the murderer
and robber, John Brown, upon Virginia.

II. The skeptical character of certai

arts of your lecture on Humboldt, whie

indicate that you do not fully believe the
Divine Inspiration and authority of the
Sacred Scriptures—a belief firmly held
by Christians of the Southern States;
and which they consider an indispensa-
ble safeguard against Abolitienism, Spir:
itualism, Free Loveism,and all th'otm
forms of fanaticism, so prevalent in the
North, :

While such objections exist in the
mind of our eommunity, T cannot sup-
pose it would be agreeable to you tovisit
us. : :
Your letters to me have been very
courteous, and have indicated a willing-
ness to gratify us, for which T beg you

culogy, that Mr. Broderick won the ad- |will acéept our thanks.

fully and truly yours,
R. R. HOWISON, Chairmsa.

¥R, TAYLOR'S REPLY.
- Ixpraweroris, Fob. 8, 1800,
R. B. Iowison, Esg.—Sir: Your let-
ter of the 23d ult. kas been forward to

me,

I acknowledge yotit catidof, though I
might nntumll; hi\-e looked f¥ @ more
courteosus expression of it. - ! 5
My literary confiection with the New
Yorky Tribune is of twelve years: stand-
ing. It is indicated in most of my pub-
lished works, and so well known to thore
who know anything of my history, that
I ean scarcely conceive you were ignor-
ant of it. I have visited the Southern
States, as an avowed correspondent of
that paper, having lectured in Kentur:‘!
and Virginia, and received cordial inves
tations from Nashville, Memphis, An-
gusta and Savannah. Hence, I eonsid-
ered your own letter of invitation as
another evidence that, however pol:
iticians might differ, there was no “gec-
tionalism"” in the world of Literature
and Art, and evem made arrangenfents
to lecture before your Bociety, at some
inconvenience to myself, It wasa pleas-
ant reflection that, while my friend,
John R. Thompeon, Esq., of your eity,
was receiving in our Literary Associs-
tions of the North that respect to which
his talents entitle him, I, a Noithern
author, should, at the same time, appcar
beforefa Richmond audience. I have
heretofore suppesed it possible that I
might privately hold the opinions. of
Washington and Jefferson one the sub:
ject of Slavery, yet—=o long as I should
not publicly express those opinions—be
sure of respectful treatment in the State
which gave those great men to our com-
mon country, g et

You speak of my lecture on Humbolt
with so much assurance, that I presume,
you must bave heard it. I cannot sup-
PDS: ﬂlﬂthz 0;:1 1;11? Prui;l:nt of an aseo-
ciation which elaimstobe: m-!M
Christian, wonld mak.m:nﬁ a charge
against any one from hearsay or i ‘
fect knowledge. You Fnow, therefore
that the only points in tkmt'_ eture
which have any reference to religion are
these: I defend Humboldt from  the
charge of infidelity, stating ny belief
that a deep religious fesling forimed the
basis of his character, and, furthermore,
I dissent from the assertion ofa few. gnt
row-minded theologians, that scined
is neccssarily atheistic in its tendencigg,
I confess to a profound astomishment
that you sbhould consider such opinjona
an evidence of “‘seepticism,” ilﬁ-_dhg
a want of belief in “the divine iuspira-
tion and authority of the d Serip-
tures,” If the belief that Humbolds
was not an infidel makes me one, by the
same logic, if I believe you to be sw'in-
fidel, I prove my=elf a Christian. o

In conclusion, let me say that I have
traveled in all the princ:fﬁnl portions of
the earth—that I know all forme of gov-
croment and ‘all religious creeds, fram
personal ohservation and study; but that
nowhere, in any of the lands or races .
most bitterly hostile to Republicanism
and Christianity, have I ever been sub-
jected to a narrower or more insulting
censorship. ! '

Yours, for free thought sad enlight-

ened C'hmtumtﬂ,
AYARD TAYLOR.
— R e

¥ | The i: WipAper.

The tollies, Vices, and conseqnent wis-
eries of multitudes, i}i'phymn- 8 newse.
paperi, are so many sbominations u;tl
warnings; so many beago
l:wu:::niugn to turn g&éu‘ h!:'n”nqnml A

rocks
on which they bave been shipwryekid.
| — Biskop B'ozn'c. ¥ .




